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Stones Grow Dead Names 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this one for Halloween. Thanks to Lia for the lookover :) 


WARNING: Extreme violence and torture. 


Black colored the night sky. Lightning and thunder rumbled in the distance of a sleepy Finnish town. Autumn was 


upon them, but no clouds were in sight. 


That was the norm for here. Nothing ever made sense and no one tried to explain the odd things that 


happened around town They lived with it, as if it was a minor inconvenience on the road of life. 


And yet, they still shuddered when walking past the dirt path that lead to a house on a hill. The only hill in this 
town to be honest. Everyone who walked past it hurried on their way as fast as they could. One moment too 
soon would spell the end for them. Or so the legend went. 


It had been the pinnacle of the village. The grand jewel for those to aspire, when they had enough money. 


But now, it was something out a child's nightmare. Old and falling apart, ghostly shadows appearing in windows, 
and mysterious lights from a house which had no light. 


Whatever the reason, it still stood as a monument to times long gone. But never forgotten. 


9K EE KE OK KE 


The real estate agent shuddered and stood by the creaking metal gate. He glanced behind him for the tenth 
time and shook his head. 


Just then a van pulled up in front of the house, hauling a trailer behind it. Two got out of the front seats and 
seven piled out of the sliding door on the side. 


One of them glanced up at the house on the hill and grinned. He bound over with a bounce in his step. 
The real estate agent eyed him with suspicion. "Hello." 

The man grinned. "Hey. So this is the house, huh?" 

The real estate agent winced and then nodded. "Yes, but." 

"This is awesome! Its perfect for our fanclub's Halloween treat. Spooky and yet cool to record in 


The real estate agent frowned. "I don't think you understand. This house was condemned years ago. You 


can't..well, live in it" 
A frown crossed the man's deep red lips. "Yes, but | bought it. | can do whatever | want with it" 


The real estate agent sighed. "That is true, but." He glanced at the house behind him and shuddered. "| can't 


imagine why." 


A long haired man walked up to the other man and touched his shoulder. He frowned at the house above. 


"Maybe he's right" 
The first man rolled his eyes. "You worry too much, Elias. There's nothing to be afraid of" 


Elias sighed. "Are you sure, Tony? | mean, the agent looks a bit frightened of it" 


Tony laughed at Elias. "Now you're acting like a child" He stared into Elias' eyes. "It's a house. Houses can't hurt 
people." 


The bearded man behind them shrugged. "Eh, | don't mind. There were houses like this around Kokkola when | 


was growing up. They had shady histories, but none of it was ever proven 
Tony nodded. "Exactly!" He turned to the real estate agent. "Can | have the keys now?" 


The agent swallowed the lump in his throat and dug into his suit pocket. "Very well. But | have to warn you 
about..." 


Tony held up his hand. "I don't want to hear it. Whatever it is, it's not important to me." 
‘Suit yourself” 


Tony snatched the keys out of the man's hand and pulled open the metal gate. He looked back at the others. 


"Coming?" 
Elias sighed and walked behind Tony, his fingers clinching at his sides. 


The agent watched them one by one weave up the dirt path to the house on the hill. He stayed long enough 


for them to enter said house before walking away. 

APR 

Tony pulled open the front door and grinned at the dark house. "Cool!" 

Marko snickered behind him. "Honestly Tony, | think you get excited about the slightest thing.” 


Tony stuck his tongue out at Marko and bound inside. He glanced around at the sheet covered furniture of the 
previous resident and cocked his head to the side. "I didn't realize it would be furnished. Even better." 


Tommy wandered over to a chair and pulled off the sheet to reveal an old wooden rocking chair. 


Tony walked over and sat down in it. He rocked back and forth, leering at Elias with a grin on his face. "I think 
we might have to christen this later." 


Elias flushed red. 
Marko patted Elias on the shoulder. "You should know by now how Tony's mind works." 


Henkka snorted. "Works? It's run by sex." 


Tony wiggled his eyebrows at them and got up from the chair. He wandered over to a ornate mirror and 
stared into it. A frown crossed his lips. 


Elias shuffled over to him. "What's wrong?" 
Tony stared at the mirror, the frown deepening on his face. 
Elias touched Tony's shoulder and he jumped away. "Tony?" 


Tony gasped for a breath and shook his head. He patted around his pockets for an inhaler and took a deep 
breath from it. 


Elias pulled Tony into his arms. "You ok?" 
"Yeah, it was..huh. It was weird. Like | was looking into something other than myself" 


Marko snorted and walked over to the mirror. He stared at his reflection and then turned around to face Tony. 


"Now who's the scared one?" 

Tony wiggled out of Elias’ strong arms and rolled his eyes at Marko. He left them to walk into the living room. 
Henkka laughed and followed Tony. "It's a house, Tony, as you said. There isn't anything in here besides us. 

A loud bump caused all of them to jump in place. Tony froze and stared straight ahead 


Ahti walked into the front door and stared at the guys. "What? How did you think we were going to get this 


gear in here? Fly it in?" 


Tony scoffed and stared at the sheet covered walls of the living room. He pointed to one of them. "Why would 


they cover the walls?" 

Tommy brushed past Tony and yanked one of the sheets down to reveal a painting. 

Henkka's eyes widened. "What..what the fuck?" 

Tony stepped back from it. "L..." 

Elias glanced over at Marko in the front area and wandered into the living room. "What is it?" 
Tony pointed at the painting. 


Marko stared at the image. "Wait.is that you?" 


Elias frowned and looked at the blank canvas. "I don't see anything.’ 


Tony turned around and frowned at Elias. "What do you mean you don't see anything? It's..well, it's me..or 


someone who looks like me standing over a dead body." 

Elias shrugged. "| don't see anything on the wall other than a white canvas." 

Tony whipped back around and frowned. “But..but..where did it go?" 

Tommy snorted. "Now we're all seeing things. | think this house is playing tricks on us." 

Tony sighed. "A house can't do anything. It's a damn house." 

Marko shook his head and pointed to the blank canvas on the wall. "Then how do you explain that?" 

Tony stepped away from them. "I can't" 

LETE EEEE EE 

Masi, Ahti, Tero, and Punky set up the gear in the living room opposite the blank canvas. They left the sheet 
off it to see if anything else would appear. The crew shrugged their collective shoulders after hearing the 
account from Tony. They figured he was just playing tricks on them and left it at thot. 

Tony rocked in the entry way on the chair and stared at the opposite wall, a deep frown covering his silent 
lips. Marko and Henkka puttered around the empty kitchen opening cupboards to see what was within. Tommy 
helped Masi set up his drum set in the living room. 

Elias, on the other hand, just stared. Stared at the living room wall to be exact. They'd seen something on this 
blank canvas and he was determined to figure out what. And yet, nothing appeared for him. Just nothing 
followed by more nothing. 

Henkka appeared at the doorway from the kitchen and peered within. "Nothing in the kitchen of interest. We'll 
have to get some food from town if we want something to eat. Not even a rusty pan or broken dish to be 


found." 


Marko slipped past Henkka and wandered over to stand next to Elias. He frowned at the guitarist. "What are 
you looking at?" 


Elias sighed. "I don't know. You all saw something, but | didn't and | want to know why." 


Marko shrugged. "We're probably just tired from riding in that tin can for so long. You managed to get some 
sleep along the way, but the rest of us didn't" 


"Maybe. It's weird that I'm the only one who didn't. Why am | so special?" 
Marko shrugged again. "Beats me. But if its any consolation, it's better you didn't see it.” 
Elias' eyebrow rose. "Why? It was just a painting of someone who looked like Tony standing over a dead body." 


Henkka joined them on the other side of Elias. He leaned in and whispered into Elias' ear. "Not just any dead 
body, it looked..well, like you." 


Elias' eyes widened. "Me?" 


Marko nodded and glanced over at Tony who was still rocking away with a frown on his face. "Yes, you. In fact, 


you might want to speak to Tony about it. | have a feeling he's going to bottle it up for years on end" 


Elias nodded and headed over to Tony. Marko watched them for a moment and then leaned against Henkka. The 
keyboardist smiled and petted his head. "What the hell did we really see, Make?" 


Marko buried his face into Henkka's neck. "I don't know, but | don't want to see it again." 
ORE 


Elias approached Tony with a frown. He sunk down on his knees between Tony's legs, halting the chair's 


movement. "Hey." 
Tony bit his lip and glanced down at Elias. "Hey." 
Elias reached up to rub Tony's sides. "You ok?" 


Tony sighed and nodded. "Yeah. | just.! guess that image is still stuck in my brain" He shuddered, rocking the 


chair a little underneath. 


Elias got to his feet and pulled Tony up into his arms. "I'd imagine. It certainly freaked Make and Henkka out. | 
just.t just wish I'd seen it too." 


Tony buried his face into Elias' neck. "Yeah. Its odd, isn’t it? That you didn't see what we did” 


Elias stroked Tony's head and bit his lip. "I can't figure it out." He kissed the top of Tony's head. "It doesn't 


matter anyway. It wasn't real, whatever you saw." 


Tony pulled out of Elias' arms and made a motion to sit in the rocking chair. Elias slid past him and sat down, 
pulling Tony down to sit on his lap. Tony sighed in Elias‘ arms and closed his eyes. 


And then someone screamed. 


96 EEK EK KE 


Marko raced to the bathroom next to the kitchen, weaving past gear and cables in the living room. He stopped 
short to see Henkka wide-eyed and slumped against the wall. "What is it?" 


Henkka slid down to sit on the broken tiled floor. "I..." 


Marko swooped in and sat beside Henkka on the floor, pulling him into his arms. "Its ok Whatever it was, it 


wasn't real, Henkka" 


Henkka nodded, tears filling his eyes and clouding his vision. "|. know. | just.t just.it wasn't me, Make. In the 


mirror. It was..don't know what it was." 
Marko sighed and pet Henkka's hair. "lm here, nothing will harm you." 
Henkka frowned. "Am | going insane?" 


"No. You'd have to do more than screaming to qualify as insane in my book. Hell, seeing things doesn't make you 


insane. You're probably the sanest of all of us. Which is saying a lot" 

Henkka snorted and laid his head on Marko's shoulder. "Ain't that the truth." 

Elias and Tony appeared at the door panting for breaths. Tony crouched down by Marko. "What happened?" 
Marko sighed. "Henkka saw something in the mirror." 

Tony bit his lip and glanced over at Henkka. "Red eyes in the darkness?" 

Henkka's eyes bugged out as he turned to Tony. "How... 


Tony shuddered against Marko. "| saw them too, in the entry way mirror by the rocking chair. They kept..kept 


coming closer and closer to me. 
Elias frowned sat down next to Tony. "But you didnt scream like Henkka. You were..well, in a trance” 
Tony nodded. "Yes. They, um, captured me or something, | can't explain it" 

Tommy stood in the doorway. "A band meeting that | wasn't invited to?" 


Tony glanced up at Tommy and smiled. "No, just our minds playing tricks on us." 


"Not the house? Because well this place feels weird." 
Elias nodded. "Yeah it does, but | guess that's good for the scary song, right?" 
Tony stared down at his hands. "| guess you're right. Um, sorry.” 


Tommy snorted. "For what? This place would creep me out too if | was paying attention to it too long. As it is, 


the gear is set up now." 

Tony got to his feet and pulled Elias with him. "Might as well start recording." 

Henkka swallowed the lump in his throat. "Yeah. Recording." 

IRIE K 

The guys shuffled to their respective chairs in front of Tommy's smaller drum set. Elias sat on the far left, 
Tony sat next to him with a guitar, Tommy was next sitting on a cajon, next Marko with a guitar, and finally 
Henkka with a bass. Henkka's keys were off to the side of him, ready for when he had to switch off. 


Tony swallowed hard, eyes staring at the painting on the left wall. "Right. Let's start with track number one." 


Elias started the song off with a riff and then one by one the others joined in. He watched Tony sing with his 


eyes closed, not wanting to see anything around him. 
Marko glanced over at Henkka and frowned. Henkka shrugged at him and kept playing bass in time to the music. 


Tommy shivered and played the cajon with his hands, cold air rushing all around his position He frowned but 
said nothing as they were in the midst of recording. 


Tony opened his eyes and stared at an object ahead of them, a figure or something leaned against the wall. He 
kept singing, but couldn't take his eyes off the motionless object. 


Elias glanced over at Marko and sighed. Marko shrugged at him and played the other part of the solo with 
Elias. 


Henkka shivered at the sudden cold around him, eyes darting around for the source. His fingers cramped a 


little under the cold air, but he kept playing. 


Tony finished the song and pulled his hoodie tighter to his body, shivering in his chair. He frowned at Elias and 
then sighed. "Ok, song number two." 


PEKEE 


Tony tossed and turned on the old mattress within a sleeping bag. 

The whole band decided that sleeping on these old beds without a sleeping bag was setting them up for who 
knows what. Tony and Elias took the far left room, Henkka and Marko in the room next door, and Tommy and 
Punky in the far right room. The rest of the crew were spread out downstairs in the living room with air 


mattresses. 


Elias shifted in his sleeping bag unable to sleep with Tony moving around on the bed. He freed a hand from his 
sleeping bag and stroked the outside of Tony's. 


Tony moaned and shifted to his side to face Elias’. "Sorry." 
Elias stroked Tony's face. "It's ok. | can imagine its hell on your asthma" 


Tony nodded and took a deep breath. "The dust isn't helping. Maybe tomorrow we could clean the place up a bit. 
Nothing fancy, just something to get some of the dust off stuff” 


Elias slid his hand down Tony's throat and pulled down the zipper underneath. 
Tony's eyebrow rose at the gesture. "You're feeling frisky? Here?" 
Elias grinned. "Kind of, but mostly it's a way we can fall asleep." 


Tony pushed Elias and his sleeping bag flat on the bed and slid on top with his. He wiggled his eyebrows down 
at Elias. "Is this what they call safe sex?" 


Elias hands fumbled for Tony's zipper. "Then we'll just have to make it unsafe." He toppled Tony on his back, 
amidst the rampant giggling, and had his way with him. 


OIE 
Marko snorted next door. "Figures." 


Henkka's head lay on Marko's chest, both wrapped inside the two sleeping bags zipped together. "You're 
surprised how? It's the best way to forget this creepy place." 


Marko sighed. "Yeah, maybe." 


Henkka grinned and slid his hand down Marko's chest to cup his crotch. "You know, it's an awesome way to fall 


asleep." 


Marko chuckled and pulled Henkka on top of him. "Is that so? What's involved with this awesome way?" 


Henkka leaned in and kissed Marko's lips. "Just let nature take its course." 
Marko grinned and toppled Henkka on his back, pinning his arms above him. "I think | like this awesome way." 
Henkka wiggled his hands free and reached inside Marko's underwear to grope his ass. "Knew you would." 


KERE KE OK KE 


Tony arched under Elias' hands, every muscle in his body screaming all at once from the onslaught. 
‘Mmmm..ch yeah...” 


Elias laughed and moved around into another position, bringing Tony into his lap and thrusting harder. 
"God..Elias....oh...” 


Elias closed his eyes, focusing completely on Tony and the movement. A cold air swirled around him and he 


opened his eyes to glance around the room. Nothing was there. 

Tony grunted one last time before releasing and shuddering against Elias’ body. 

Elias glanced down and frowned. 

Tony giggled a little and opened his eyes to look down at Elias. He frowned. “What's wrong?" 
"LI didn't come" 

Tony blinked and got off Elias’ lap to glance down. "Huh. Why not?" 

"| dont know. You came but | didnt" 

Tony shrugged and climbed back on Elias’ lap. "Looks like we get a bonus round" 
KEEKEEKE EE 


Marko woke up in the dead of the night wet and sticky. He groped around the source but only found more 
wetness. The last thing he remembered was Henkka and him fucking and then falling asleep. 


He groaned and tried to push himself up to get his bearings. His eyes glanced down to discover his hands were 
covered in something hot and sticky. He frowned at it, wondering what it was until his sense of smell caught up 


with him. 


Metallic. 


Marko blinked fast and climbed out of bed. He reached around for his pants on the floor and pulled out his 
lighter. A soft click of the wheel lit up a corner of the room where he was standing. He moved forward and 
shined the light over the bed. 

The lighter slipped out of his hand and tumbled to the floor. 

Blood. 


Everywhere. 


Marko hands shook as he reached out to touch the source of the blood. He turned the object over and 


screamed. 
Henkka. 


Marko fell to his knees, tears cascading down his face with each passing second. He gasped for a breath, 


shaking his head over and over again. 

It couldn't be. 

This wasn't real. 

Something rolled across the floor and stopped at Marko's feet. He looked down at it and screamed again. 
Henkka's decapitated head looked up at him smiling. 

EEKE EE KK 

Elias was walking. 

To where, he wasn't sure. He just kept walking. 

He figured he should be at least concerned that he was naked and yet he wasn't. 
Walking naked through a field of red tulips. 

Not exactly a typical walk through Finland or anywhere else he'd ever been. 

He wondered why he was walking, but more importantly why he was alone. 

Was he dead? Was this the walk to the great unknown? 


Death by too much sex? 


Elias cocked his head to the side and kept walking. 

Eventually he would get somewhere. 

He hoped. 

III IK 

Henkka woke up and groaned, his body sore and tired from last night's sex-a-thon with Marko. One of these 
days that kind of exertion was going to kill him. Though he couldn't think of a more dignified way than dying in 
bed while fucking. 


He smacked his dry lips and patted around for Marko. All he found was a cold sleeping bag. 


Henkka blinked his eyes open and glanced around the room. All he saw was a closed door and the dark cobweb 


covered drapes blocking out the morning sun. 


He frowned and got up out of bed. His hand was on the door handle when his foot hit something on the floor. 
He glanced down and cocked his head to the side. "Make?" 


Marko sat on the floor, tucked tightly into a corner of the room slowly rocking back and forth. Henkka reached 


down to touch him, but the only noise Marko made was the words "No" over and over again 


"Make? What's wrong?" Henkka pushed hair out of Marko's eyes to touch his forehead. "Did you have a bad 


dream? Talk to me, man" 

Marko shook his head and pulled his knees up to his chest. "No..no..no...” 

Henkka opened his mouth to say more, but Tony's scream from next door interrupted him. 
OIE 


Tony was crying and struggling with Elias when Henkka entered the room. He frowned and turned to Tony. 
"What's going on?" 


Tears rolled down Tony's face. "I don't... don't know. He won't stop walking into this wall. Blood..he's covered in 


blood" 


Henkka looked up at Elias, who was blissfully awake and staring forward, bumping into the wall as if he was 


trying to get past it. "What the hell?" 


Tony shook his head. "I woke up and he was like this. | can't wake him up. It's.it's like he's sleepwalking or 


something." 

Henkka tried to hold Elias still and called over his shoulder. "Tommy! Get in here!" 

Silence. 

"Tommy!" 

Henkka sighed and handed Elias to Tony. "Stay here, I'll go get Tommy and then we'll tie him down or something." 
FEFFE 


Henkka pulled open Tommy's door to find the bed sheets covered in blood. He frowned and approached the bed, 
mindful of the blood rolling off the bed and pooling in puddles. "Tommy?" 


He winced and held his hand over his mouth to stop the lack of stomach contents from rising up, the metallic 
smell of blood filling his nose. The darkened curtains blocked out most of the details, but for sure there was a 


dead body on the bed. Whose, Henkka wasn't sure. 


A soft murmur of crying caused Henkka to turn and look at the floor. He gasped and got down on his knees in 


front of the man. "Tommy?" 
Tommy bit his lip and shook his head. "l.l didn't do it. l.l found him like that. We'd.. don't..Henkka...” 
Henkka put his arm around Tommy's shivering body. "Shh, its ok Its not your fault” 


Tommy wiggled in Henkka's arms. "But what if it is? What if | did this to him while | was asleep. | had..weird 


dreams. Fighting demons and such..| don't... 
"Henkka! Did you find Tommy?" 


Henkka sighed and petted Tommy's head. "I know this is bad timing, but | need your help with Elias. He's..well, 


he's not himself and | need someone strong to hold him down" 


Tommy sniffed and then nodded. "Ok" 


EERE EK KK 


Henkka dragged Tommy into Tony's room and pointed at Elias' form. "Hold him in place, I'm going to find 


something to tie him down with." 


Tommy nodded and frowned at Elias. "Why is he doing that?" 


Tony shook his head and pushed Elias’ back against the wall. "I don't know, but he won't stop or wake up from 
whatever he's dreaming. I've tried everything to make him stop." 


Henkka exited the room and headed for the downstairs when he spotted Masi walking into Tommy's room. He 


muttered "shit" under his breath and ran to try to intercept the drum tech. 

Masi stood a few steps inside the door. "Oh my god. Tommy. What the hell?" 

Henkka swallowed the lump his throat and patted Masi on the arm. "Thats not Tommy, its.it's Punky” 
Masi's face crumbled, tears running down his face. "Why.why would Tommy kill him?" 


Henkka sighed. "I don't think it was Tommy. | have no proof, but seeing as how distraught he was when | found 
him | don't think he did it" 


Ahti and Tero gasped at the door. Ahti turned to Henkka. "What the hell is this? Did something happen to 


Tommy?" 
Masi bit his lip and turned to face Ahti. "Is Punky" 

Tero's eyes drifted shut, “Shit! 

Ahti frowned. "Who killed him?" 

Henkka shrugged. “Like | was telling Masi, | don't think it was Tommy" He sighed again. "Do we have any rope?" 
Tero opened his eyes. "Rope? What do you need rope for?" 


Henkka shuffled his feet. "This is going to sound really weird, but Elias keeps trying to walk into a wall. | figure 


if we tie him down, he won't injure himself more." 

Ahti blinked. "What?" 

Henkka grabbed Ahti by the arm. "Come here, I'll show you." 
FEFFE 


Ahti stared at Tommy and Tony holding a very mobile Elias against the wall. "Now I've seen everything. ls he 


even awake?" 


Tony let go of Elias when Masi and Tero came in to hold him down. "I don't think so. | mean, I've never seen him 


sleepwalk before." 


Henkka turned to Ahti. "Do we have something to tie him down to? I'm hesitant to tie him down to a bed" 
Masi glanced up. "Well, we do have a folding chair in the van. Will that work?" 
"Hmmm, maybe, but won't he move out of that?" 


Tero thought for a moment. "Not unless we tie the chair down to something that isn't going to move. There's 
a pole in the kitchen if | remember straight." 


Henkka nodded. "That would work. | hate to do it, but he's just going to keep hurting himself if we don't." 
Tero grimaced at the blood covering Elias’ face and shirt. "We should probably wash him up as well." 
No one noticed Tommy walk out of the room. 


EKKE KE OK KE 


Tommy stood outside his room and stared at Punky's dead body on the bed. He couldn't shake the feeling that 
he had a hand in it. 


But how? While asleep? Was he that violent when he slept? Why hadn't his wife complained yet? 
Because you've become aware 

Tommy frowned at the voice echoing in his head. He'd heard it before, but where? 

You know what you must do. 


Tommy blinked and then walked over to the railing. He looked down at the living room below. It was so far away, 


and yet so close. 

Do it 

Tommy looked back at the darkened room. There was nothing he could do. There was nothing he wanted to do. 
Do it, Tommy. You know you must. 

His drum set gleamed in the morning sun, shining on everything that surrounded it. His home away from home. 
You did it and now you must pay for it 


Tears weaved down Tommy's face. He did do it, didn't he? He killed his lover with his bare hands. Sucking all the 


life from that which gave his life meaning. Without a care or reason. 


It had to be done. Now finish the job 

Tommy nodded. It was his fate. Every bit of it. Now he must do it. 

KFR EE KE E 

Tony glanced around the room. "Where is Tommy?" 

Tero frowned. "He was right by you a second ago. Did he get the chair from the van?" 

Ahti pulled out a set of keys from his pocket. "He can't, | have the only keys." 

A sudden chill gripped Tony's body. He shook his head, his eyes going wide. "No." 

Henkka touched his arm. "What's wrong?" 

Tony ran past them out into the hall. He looked up in time to see Tommy jump off the railing. 
The crash of the drums collapsing below was deafening. 

FERE EE EK REE 

Time just stopped for that moment. Everything froze like in a dream without the ability to wake up. 
At least that's how Tony felt when he sank to his knees, screaming Tommy's name. 


It all happened in an instant. Without a word or a reason. The only sound that kept echoing in Tony's head was 
the crash of the cymbals upon impact. 


He didn't see the others scrambling to get out of Tony's room to see what happened. He didn't hear Masi 
scream as he looked over the railing at the living room below. He didn't feel Henkka's arms wrapping around 
him, holding him tight and sate. 

He didn't feel anything. 

RK 

Marko stared at Henkka's decapitated head and shook his head. "No..;no..no." 


The head smiled, as much as decapitated heads could without a body. "Don't worry, Make." 


Marko blinked. "Did you..." 


Henkka's head grinned. "Talk? Yeah. I'm right here in case you need me." 
"But..but you're just a head now?" 


Henkka's body shrugged on the bed, his head still controlling it despite being disconnected. "Does it matter? | 


can still listen if you wanna talk." 

Marko frowned. "Why would | want to talk? I've killed you." 

Henkka's head rolled around on the floor back and forth. "No, it wasn't you. Well ok, it was half of you. It's hard 
to explain in the inner workings of mind control. When it doesn't work, it doesn't work. When it does work, bad 
things happen" 

Marko twisted his blood stained hands in his lap. "I'm..'m sorry. | didn't mean..." 

Henkka snorted air from his sinuses. "Dude, you think | blame you for this? That's not the case at all." 

"L| can't live without you." 


Henkka's head rolled over to Marko's side. "You're not. I'm right here." 


Marko stared down at the head of his former lover. It was all he had left now. He sighed and picked up the 


head, cradling it in his arms. 

Henkka's head sighed and closed its eyes. 

EKKE IE EK KE 

Elias stopped walking. Why? He couldn't say. 

He just stopped. 

He glanced around the field of gray stones. He frowned and studied them carefully. 
Names, carved into the stones and dates. 

He cocked his head to the side. 


As if by magic, the names etched themselves on the blank stones without any chisel or hammer. They grew 


on the blank stones one by one, as far as Elias' eyes could see. 


Stones grow dead names. 


Elias blinked, trying to remember where he'd heard that line before. 

It would come to him in time. 

So he assumed. 

FEEFEE EE OK 

Ahti picked up Tony from the floor and shook him. "Tony? Tony!" 

Tony jerked in Ahti's arms and looked up. "What? What happened?" 

Ahti sighed. "For a moment there, you were in some sort of trance. Talking of dead stones." 
"| was? The last thing | remember was..." 

Henkka touched Tony's shoulder. "Yeah, we know." 

Tony stared at Henkka. "You do? How? You weren't out here when Tommy... 

Ahti sighed. "That doesn't matter. We saw the aftermath downstairs. That's plenty enough for me." 


Tony's eyes drifted shut, hands gripping Henkka arm like a lifeline. "It was..! can't..this isn't real. It can't be real. 


I'm dreaming or something." 

Henkka shook his head and pulled Tony into his arms. "It's not a dream." 
A thump sounded behind them. 

Ahti frowned. "What the hell was that?" 

Tony opened his eyes and wiggled out of Henkka's arms. “It's Elias!" 
KRKE IK EK KE 


Elias' body lay crumpled on the floor of their bedroom. Tony ran over to him and pulled him into his arms. 


"You're back again" 
Henkka frowned and shook his head. "Tony... 


"He's back, Henkka. He's back with me. Just like he belongs." 


Tony shook his head. "He's back. You can't tell me otherwise." 
Ahti glanced inside the door and frowned. "He's not walking anymore?" 
Henkka shook his head. "No, but he's not exactly awake either." He pointed down at Elias’ body. "Look at him." 


Ahti slid past Henkka and walked forward to stop right in front of Tony's feet. "Wait, does he have his eyes 


open?" 
Tony smiled, tears running down his face. "He's awake for me. Don't you see? 

Ahti glanced back at Henkka and then down to Tony. "Tony, he's in a coma. He's not awake at all" 
Tony shook his head. "No, he's awake for me. Just for me. Only for me 


Ahti backed away from Tony and motioned for Henkka to follow him. He grabbed the bedroom doorknob and put 
his finger to his lips at Henkka. "Ok Tony, we'll leave you with Elias." 


Tony smiled and closed his eyes. 

9K 3 EE KEEK Æ 

Ahti turned to Henkka. "We need to get out of this house." 

Henkka bit his lip. "Im not going with Make or Tony. Hell, I'm not leaving Elias either." 
‘Obviously, but we need to get stuff packed up so we can get out of here." 
Tero called up at them from downstairs. "Ahti, we have a problem." 

Ahti leaned over the railing. "Did something happen to Masi?" 

Tero shook his head. "No Masi is..well, taking care of Tommy." 

"Then what is it?" 

Tero hesitated. "I just looked outside and the van's gone." 

Ahti stared at him. "What do you mean gone? | have the keys!" 


Tero held his hands up in the air. "I don't know how it moved, but it's not there." 


Ahti scrambled down the winding staircase and pulled open the front door. He glanced down the sloping hillside 
at the street below. "That can't be." 


Henkka appeared at his side. "Did someone steal it?" 
Ahti shook his head. "This can't be." He walked outside and down the pathway. 


Henkka watched Ahti trudge down the dirt path in the cold morning air and stop at the curbside by the gate. 
"See anything?" 


Ahti shook his head. "There's nothing down here. No trace of a van or anything. It doesn't make sense." 
Henkka sighed. "Now we have no way to get out of here." 


Ahti glared at Henkka and started to walk back up the dirt path. "Don't you think | don't know that? We're 
fucking trapped!" 


Henkka sighed again. "Look, getting angry about this is going to help. We need to call someone or something. 


There has to be a moving service in town" 
Ahti shook his head. "We're fucking trapped, Henkka! There's nothing...” 


Henkka blinked fast. One minute Ahti was walking up the path and now there was no one below. He frowned and 


stepped off the porch. "Ahti?" 

Silence. 

"Ahti? That's not funny. Answer me!" 

The wind jostled the thin trees on the property. 

Henkka walked down the front steps toward the dirt path. "Ahti?" 


He walked a few more steps and stopped short. His eyes widened at the sight of a hole in the middle of the 
path. He peered down the hole and gasped. 


There below him was Ahti's broken body positioned awkwardly in the hole. Blood stained his face and clothes, 


crumpled like a rag doll cast aside. 
Henkka bit his lip and backed away from the hole. He turned and ran up the path to the house. 


Behind him the dirt moved by itself, covering over the freshly dug hole. 


EEKE EE ER EK 

Henkka panted for a breath and leaned against the closed front door. 
Tero eyed him with concern. "You ok?" 

Henkka shook his head, tears gathering in his eyes. "Ahti's dead" 
Tero's jaw dropped. 

Masi looked up from the ground behind Tero. "Dead? Like Tommy?" 


Henkka wiped away the tears with the back of his hand. "Not as gruesome, but yeah. One minute he was talking 


to me and the next... 
Tero laid a hand on Herkka's shoulder. "Did he find the van?" 

Henkka shook his head. "No, its gone. We're trapped here.” 

"No, we're not. We just have to leave our stuff here and go on foot 

Henkka's lips trembled "Not without Tony, Elias, and Make. Neither of which can walk nor want to leave." 
Masi frowned. "What happened to Make?" 

Henkka's eyes drifted shut. "He's not himself" 

Tero snorted. "I don't think any of us are ourselves anymore. It's amazing that we're still functional at all’ 
KEEKEEKE Æ 


Elias stared down at the stones, fascinated by the appearance of names and dates out of thin air. He cocked 
his head to the side and read some of them out loud. 


None of them were familiar to him. Just random names and dates. 


That is, until one popped up that made him frown. He stared at the name for a while trying to figure out why 


it sounded familiar. 
"Antti Punkki," he said out loud to no one in particular. 


He wondered who that was. 


Then another appeared right after that made Elias‘ eyes widened. 

"Tommi Tapani Portimo. Tommi.. Tommy..." 

Elias backed away from the stones, only to run into more stones behind him. 
They were everywhere. 

On all sides, filling in with each passing second. 

LEE EEE II IK 


Henkka climbed the stairs to the second floor. He walked into his room and knelt down by Marko. "Make? Can 


you hear me?" 

"OF course." 

Henkka's eyebrow rose and he reached down to tilt Marko's head up. "You can?" 
"Yes. You're with me always." 


Henkka frowned at the unresponsive stare of Marko's eyes. His lips were moving, but he wasn't awake. "Make, 


are you still dreaming?" 
Marko shook his head. "No, you are..you are.gone. And yet, here still. You said you would never leave me." 
"Gone? I'm right here." 


Marko's lips curled into a smile, his eyes still not looking up at Henkka. "As always, but you don't..you're not 


whole anymore." 

Henkka shook his head. "Not whole anymore? You're not making any sense. Wake up, Marko." 

Marko sighed. "Im not asleep. I've done a bad thing to you. l'm..l'm sorry, Henkka" 

Henkka's eyes closed. "You're still dreaming, Make. What you're seeing, wherever you are, is not real." 

"Yes it is." 

Henkka grabbed Marko by the shoulders and shook him. "Listen to me, you're still dreaming. | am kneeling right 


in front of you in our room in this weird ass house. You have to wake up, Make." Tears rolled down Henkka's 


face. "Please wake up. We need to get out of here." He brushed away the falling tears, but they fell too fast 


for him to keep up. "Please, | don't want to leave you here. l.l need you." 
| need you too. That's why you're still here, with me on the floor.” 


Henkka's eyes drifted shut, his body shaking with sobs. He slid down to sit beside Marko and took his hand. 


"Please, Make. We need to leave." 
"We can never leave." 


ERRE EEE Æ 


Masi glanced over at the sheet covering Tommy's body and frowned. It wasn't fair that someone so young had 


to die like that. Senseless and stupid. 


And Masi hadn't the foggiest idea why Tommy did it. He'd never been depressed around Masi at all, in fact he'd 


been anxious to get home to be with his kids. 


Now his kids didn't have a father. He shuddered at Tony having to tell Tommy's wife something like that. 
Assuming Tony got better. 


Whatever this house was doing to them, it was thorough. And without any rhyme or reason 


A snort filled his ears and he glanced around the empty room. Tero was upstairs taking care of Punky's body 
and Henkka was probably with Marko or Tony. There was no one else here. 


Oh, but youre wrong 

Masi frowned at the voice filling his head. "Who are you? Why are you here?" 

Why are you here? This is my house. 

"But we bought it fair and square." 

A disembodied laugh filled Masi's body, causing him to squirm in place. 

You can never have this house. Its mine. 

Masi frowned. "Is that why you're harming us? We didn't do anything to you other than be here." 
| dont like interlopers. Especially drummers. 


Masi's eyebrow rose. "What's wrong with drummers?" 


They're worthless. Whats a good drummer? A dead one. 


Masi turned his head to see Tommy's drumsticks rattling in their holder. He frowned. "Drummers are some of 


the nicest people I've ever known That's why I'm a drum tech." 
Youre just as worthless as the other one was. A tech Please. 


Masi's eyes widened when one of the drumsticks shook out of the holder an inch at a time. He swallowed hard. 


"There's..there's nothing wrong with techs either. Actually, I'm really a gu...” 


Blood trickled down Masi's face, his eyes wide and staring into nothing. His body tipped over and listed to the 
side, a brand new drumstick impaled through his head. 


FEKE EE KK 


Elias pushed as far as he could against the stones from behind him, eyes watching the names cut into the 


massive stone markers. Every name, every date, every moment carved into the stones. 


He watched in horror as one of the stones to his left carved in the name "Ahti Kortelainen" into it with a 


recent date. Tears welled up in Elias’ eyes, his head shaking back and forth in disbelief 

They couldn't be real. 

This was a dream. A bad nightmare that he could wake up from. 

And yet, he hadn't woken up yet. 

Where was he? Why must he be tasked to watch his friend's names line these stone monuments of death? 
A stone to his left etched the name "Masi Hukari" and the same death date as Tommy's and Ahtis. 

Were they dying one by one? Who was behind this? 

But more importantly, why was he being spared? 

FEEF KKE 


Tears rolled down Henkka's face, Marko's body lying in his arms unresponsive other than his voice. He couldn't 


stay here for too long and dragging Marko's body down the street would raise suspicions. 
Like there weren't already to begin with. 


No one had seen them leave this house. Their van was snatched and one by one they were being picked off like 


tin cans shot by BB guns. Eventually it would be down to just Henkka and he wasn't even sure he could stand 


to witness that. 
Henkka bit his lip and petted Marko's stringy hair. "Come on, Make. Please wake up." 


A whoosh of air filled his ears. He glanced around the room for the source but found only himself and Marko's 


body. 

You wanna save hm? Make him wake up and be just like before? 

Henkka frowned. "Who are you?" 

Ím the owner of this house. And Im giving you a chance to walk out of here with him 

"Why? You've been picking us off one by one. Why now?" 

The voice sighed. Call it a change of heart. Your plight moved me or some such 

Henkka snorted and shook his head. “Bullshit. You're just toying with me." 

/m serious. | will lift what Ive done to your Marko, make him awake and alive. If you do what I tell you to do. 
Henkka hesitated. 

See? You need him. You can't live without him. And you know it 

Henkka sighed and stared down at Marko's still form. "Make, please wake up." 

You don't get if, do you? No amount of wishing will undo what Ive done. Only you can save him. 
Tears welled up in Henkka's eyes. "l'm trying to!" 

No, youre not. Do what I say, he'll be awake again 

Henkka shook his head. "I'm not doing anything you say. You'll just trick me somehow." 

Fine, have it your way. 


Henkka frowned and pulled Marko tightly to his chest. That was when he noticed it. He glanced down at Marko 
and shook him slightly. "Make?" 


Marko didn't answer. 


Henkka fumbled with Marko's body and touched the side of his neck. A pulse, a sign, anything. 
There was nothing. No pulse. 


Henkka shook his head. "No, no Make. You're not dying on me like this." He shook Marko's body. "Come on Make, 


please don't leave me!" 


Marko's body slumped on the ground, slipping out of Henkka's fingers. A river of tears rolled down Henkka's 
face and neck. His chest shook with sobs and gasps, hands shaking in midair with nothing to hold onto to. 


Henkka's eyes drifted shut and he bit his lip. "I'll do what you say." 

IIE 

Tero wrapped Punky's body up in a sheet he'd taken down from the wall. It had been covering up yet another 
weird painting downstairs filled with stones and names. He shook his head and tried to pick up Purky's body, but 
he couldn't lift it by himself. 

He sighed and called out. "Masi, can you help me?" 

Silence. 

Tero frowned and walked outside the room. "Masi?" 

The door to Henkka's room slammed shut, making Tero jump a little. He raced over to the door and pulled on 
the handle. "Henkka? Henkka, are you ok?" His fist pounded on the wooden door, flecking off old paint chips with 
each hit. "Henkkal Answer me!" 


Nothing. 


Tero put his ear to the door to see if he could hear anything. There was nothing. No whispering, no movement 


within. 


The frown carved deeper into his face. He walked away from the door and leaned against the railing. "Masi? You 
still down there?" 


Silence. 
Tero arched up to lean over the railing to look down at the drum set below. His eyes widened when he caught 
sight of Masi's slumped body on the ground. It took him a few seconds to realize there was one of Tommy's 


drumsticks rammed through his eye. 


"Oh my god, Masi." 


Tero backed away from the railing, his shaking back and forth. "No, no no." He grabbed his head. "This can't be 


happening! It's a dream" 
The front door swung open by itself. 


Tero stared at the door and then looked back at Henkka's locked room. "I'm sorry, Henkka. I'm sorry Make, Tony, 


and Elias. llm sorry." 

He sighed and ran down the hall to the staircase. Midway down the staircase, he was caught neck first by a 
wire and strung up above. Tero's body spasmed and struggled above the stairs, desperate to get the coiled 
wire off his neck. Blood gushed down his Sonata Arctica crew jacket, the wire cut through the skin of his neck 
and embedding deeply into his throat. 

And then the movement stopped. 


Dead eyes stared at the opened front door, unable to finally get freedom from this hell. The door closed by 


itself with a slam, locking Tero in forever. 

PERE EK KE EK 

Henkka looked around the room. "Did you hear what | said?" 
| heard you, just taking care of some loose ends first 

Henkka frowned. "What's that supposed to mean?" 

Never you mind Go over and open the nightstand by the bed 


Henkka glanced at Marko's body and sighed. He wandered over the nightstand and opened the small drawer to 


reveal a large, sharp knife. 
Take out the knife. 
Henkka reached out for the knife, hands trembling as he picked it up and walked back to stand by Marko. 


Sit down and reach under the bed for a small table. 


Henkka set the knife down on the ground and groped blindly under the bed for a small table. He pulled out a 


wooden tray used serve tea with. 


Good, now place the table on your lap and take the knife again 


Henkka swallowed hard. "How do | know that you will bring Marko back again if | do this?" 

Marko's body gasped for air, his arms flailing at his sides. 

Happy now? 

Henkka nodded. "Yes." He sighed. "What now?" 

Here's the thing, in order to bring him back you must give something of yours. Lets start with a finger. 
Tears gathered in Henkka's eyes. "You..you can't be serious. | play keys, | need fingers." 

Marko's body stopped moving, the life drained from it once more. 

Then we're done. Say goodbye to Marko and leave. 

Henkka's eyes drifted shut. "Please, ask for something else." 

Sorry, thats my only request. You give up a finger to keep him alive. 


Henkka's eyes opened, tears drifting down his face. He grabbed the knife and held it over his pinkie finger on his 
left hand. Muscles tightened in his arm, resisting the urge to do it. 


Come on, you know what you must do. 


Henkka grit his teeth and cut down with the knife. He cried out in agony, the severed finger throbbing and 
shaking his whole hand. Blood leaked through the stub onto the wooden table. 


Marko's body gasped for life, arms and legs snapping around, air making its way into his chest again 
See? That wasn't so hard 

Henkka's body trembled at the blood loss. "Easy for you to say." 

A stack of cloths was shoved against Henkka's leg. 


Here, use those for your finger. Dont want you To die before you can save him. 


Henkka wrapped the stub of his pinky finger with the clean cloths. He frowned at Marko's body. "Wait, he's not 


like he was before." 


Of course not. That was for bringing him back fo Ife. 


Henkka's lips trembled. "What do | have to do to bring him back fully?" 

Were about to find out Lets see if we can get hm talking again How about another finger? 

Henkka sighed "Why does it have to be another finger? Why can't | just cut my hair or something?" 
Because that's how the game is played Give me another finger and HI make him talk again 

Henkka bit his lip. "I can't lose any more fingers. | need them for playing. 

Marko's breath slowed in his chest. 

"Finel ll do if! Just don't kill him again" 

I won't as long as you hold up your part of the bargain 


Henkka bit his lip so hard it started to bleed down his chin He placed the knife above his right pinky finger. His 


throat trembled as he swallowed, his hand coming down and cutting again 
"Fuck! Fucking fucking fuck!" 

Marko's body moved slightly. "Henkka?" 

Henkka gasped and stared over at Marko. "Make? Can you hear me?" 
"You're back again. | thought! thought Id lost you" 


Henkka shivered and grabbed another cloth to cover his right hand. "No, I'm still here. I'll.ll always be with 
you." 


Marko's body sighed. 
Good, good This is progressing good But he's still not awake yet. This calls for a higher payment. 


Henkka grit his teeth, his vision blurry through the tears of pain. "Two fingers?" He sobbed and stared down at 
Marko. "I. can't..l.Make..." 


No, thats not good enough. | require a whole hand this time. 
Henkka's eyes drifted shut, his body leaning back against the bed frame. "No." 


No? Then say goodbye to Marko. 


Marko's voice filled the room. "Henkka? Don't leave me. You said you'd never leave me." 

Henkka sighed, holding his two mutilated hands to his chest. "Make. can't. | can't give up my hand" 
"| would give up my heart for you. Give everything just to keep you here with me" 

Henkka sobbed and shook his head, "You..Make... 

"| love you. Ive always loved you. Never.never found the right time to tell you" 

Henkka opened his eyes and leaned forward. “|! love you too." 


The knife rose over Henkka's head. His eyes drifted shut again, unable and unwilling to see what he was about 


to do. He took a deep breath and brought the knife down over his left hand. 
His scream echoed around the room, tortured and relentless. 


9K 6 EE KE OK KE 


Tears rolled down Elias' face, his t-shirt wet from the constant stream. He watched helplessly as Tero Ylönen's 


name appeared on one of the stones. 


They were dying and he couldn't stop it. One by one he would have to read the names of his friends and 


bandmates. 


And the stones produced names from everywhere. Not just Finnish names but names in Swedish, Russian, 


German, Spanish, Japanese, and many more. 


Not that it mattered what language they were in. He couldn't stop himself from looking, reading the name aloud 


as they appeared, as if he was meant to see it all unfold. 
Why? He couldn't say. 


There was no rhyme or reason to their names appearing like they did. It started with Tommy and then all of 


the techs and managers. The rest of Sonata was untouched. 
But would it stay like that? 


FEKE EK KK 


Henkka slumped against the bed frame, blood pouring forth from the stump where his left hand used to be. His 
trembling right hand tried to stop the blood from flowing with cloths, but his brain was having trouble keeping 


awake. 


Marko's body stirred, stiff limbs moving slowly in place. 

Henkka smiled and sighed. "Welcome back, Make." 

"What..mmmm.hurts... 

Henkka gasped for a breath, his chest tightening a little. "Easy man, don't hurt yourself" 
"Mmmm, ok. Had.had weird dreams." 

Henkka snorted. "Not as bad as what you'll find here." 


Marko's lips trembled. "You...you were just a head. l'd..l'd killed you or something. But you stayed with me, 


comforting me. Protecting me somehow." 


Henkka licked his dry lips, fever setting in from the blood loss. "Thats what..what I'm here for. To keep you 


sate." 

Marko's lips curved into a smile. "Thanks." 

Henkka's eyes drifted shut. "No..no..problem...” 

idiot. 

Marko's body collapsed to the ground again, his eyes wide open and unresponsive. 

Youll never get him back You dont deserve someone like him. You're just a worthless keyboardist. 
The door to their room opened again by itself. 

Now its time for the big finish 

OOK 


Elias tried to look away, force his body to turn and run from this nightmare, but his muscles wouldn't respond. 


Locked and focused on the stones growing names. 
And then the name "Henrik Bo Kristian Klingenberg" appeared on the stone in front of him. 
Elias whimpered and reached out to touch the engraved name. His fingers tracing the lines of Henkka's name. 


It was only a matter of time until Marko and Tony would appear before him. 


Elias shook his head, unable to see his friends be killed so easily. Maybe they weren't dead and this was only an 


illusion or something? 

An evil laughter filled his head. He reached up to block it out but it only got louder. 

Elias cried out and dropped to his knees, the pain searing through his being. 

KKE IK EK KE 

Marko stared down at Henkka's head in his arms and frowned. It hadn't spoken in some time. "Henkka?" 
Silence. 

Marko stroked the pale cheeks of Henkka's face. "Henkka? Did you fall asleep?" 

Silence. 


Marko pulled the head eye level to his face to examine it. His eyes widened at the blank stare Henkka was 
giving him. Almost like he was.... 


The head dropped out of Marko's hands. Marko shook on the ground, unable to comprehend what was 
happening. 


You killed hm 

Marko shook his head. "He was alive. He spoke to me 

The voice laughed. That wasnt him. I made it all up 

Tears rolled down Marko's face. "He's.he's.dead?" 

Very dead h the dream and realtty. Mutilated hmself for you 

Marko frowned. "He killed himself? But | thought.! thought I killed him?" 
You killed him in this fantasy, he killed himself in reality 

"Why..why would he do that?" 

Because somehow he loved you Why, I don't know 


Marko bit his lip. "Can | see him? The real version" 


Suit yourself. 


The room shifted around Marko. It was the same room, but yet it was different. The metallic tang of blood 


filled his nose again. This time it smelled more immediate. 


Marko glanced around the room and stopped on Henkka's form. It was slumped to the side, leaning slightly 
against the bed frame with a table on its lap. Blood pooled all around him. 


He reached out and touched Henkka's body, the cold dead skin brushing along his fingertips. "Henkka," he 
mumbled under his breath, brushing the side of Henkka's face and over his lips. 


Marko got to Henkka's hands and frowned. One had been mutilated and the other was missing. He touched the 
dried cloths filled with Henkka's blood, tears gathering in his eyes. "He sacrificed his hands for me?" 


There was no answer from the mysterious voice to Marko's question 

He sat beside Henkka and pulled the body into his arms. "I.| love you. It's kind of pointless to say now, but | do." 
He bit back the stream of tears falling down his face. "I never would expect you to harm yourself for me. I'd 
never ask you to do that" 

Marko rocked Henkka's body in his arms and closed his eyes. 


PERE EEE Æ 


Tony's body jerked awake. He blinked a few times and tried to remember where he was. His eyes glanced down 
at Elias' body in his arms. 


"Elias?" 
Silence. 


Tony frowned and felt around for Elias' neck. Nothing beat under his fingertips. He shook his head, laying Elias’ 
body flat and touching over Elias’ heart. 


No pulse. 


"No, no" He shook Elias’ body, trying in vain to wake him. "Come on, wake up Elias." Tears formed in Tony's 


eyes. "Come on, you can't leave mel Wake up!" 
Silence. 


Tony bit his lip and rocked in place. He glanced up at the closed door and frowned. "How did that get closed?" 


He laid Elias‘ body on the ground and walked toward the door. Silence filled everything around him. He couldn't 


hear anyone moving about in the house or talking. 

Tony pulled the door open and stood in the doorway. "Henkka?" 
Silence. 

"Ahti?" 

Silence. 

"Masi? Tero? Anyone?" 


Tony frowned at the silence and walked out of the room. He wandered first to Henkka Marko's room next 


door. Fingers grasped the door handle and pulled. 

The door held fast as if locked from the other side. 

Tony knocked on the door. "Henkka? Marko?" 

There was no answer within. 

Tony shook his head and headed for Tommy and Punky's room. He stopped in the doorway, his eyes growing big 
at the sight of the wrapped object on the bed. Tired legs carried him over to stand beside the bed. His hand 
shook as he reached out to touch the bloodied sheet. It unwrapped without any resistance to reveal a body. 
He backed away from the bed. "Pu..Punky? Oh my god. What..how...” 

Punky's dead eyes stared at the ceiling, as if looking for someone or something. 

Tony opened his mouth to say more but he couldn't get anything out. He ran out of the room and headed for 
the stairs. His feet skidded to a halt at the top of the stairs, eyes seeing Tero's body hung up by a guitar 
string. 


"Tero? What the..is everyone dead?" 


Something thumped on the floor below. Tony frowned and headed back down the hallway to look over the railing. 
He couldn't see anything so he climbed on the poles holding the railings to look down, 


Tony's eyes drifted shut and he pulled back from the railing. Tears gathered in his eyes. "I'm alone." 


EEKE K KR EK 


The door to Henkka and Marko's room creaked open. Tony whipped around, hoping to see either of them walk 
out. 


But there was no one. 
Tony shuffled over to the doorway and peered in, gasping when he his eyes caught sight of Henkka's bloody 
corpse. He slid down on his knees beside Henkka and touched his face. Fingers stroked the stubble around his 


trimmed beard and down the side of his cheek. 


He glanced down Henkka's body and stopped at his hands. Tony frowned and touched what was left of Henkka's 
left hand, the stub caked with dried blood and dust. "Henkka, what have you done?" 


There was no answer. Not that Tony expected one at this point. He frowned and wondered what had made 


Henkka sacrifice his playing hands. Then he looked at the floor. 

Tony dropped to his knees beside Marko. Tears that had been gathering his eyes for Henkka flowed down his 
You...you promised." 

A voice snorted in the air. They all left you 

Tony glanced up. "Why did you do this? What did we do to you?" 

You existed in my space. | don't take to interlopers 


Tony sighed and brushed the tears away with the back of his hand. "Don't you think killing us is overkill? You 


could have frightened us away or something’ 
| tried early on Instead you stayed, so you had to pay the price 
Tony swallowed hard. "You're going to kill me too?" 

Yes | saved you for last 

Tony frowned and shook his head. "I don't understand, why me?" 
lent that obvious? You would have interfered if | hadn't 


Tony sighed and stared at Henkka's disfigured hands. "I probably would have. Especially with Henkka. | would 


never let him cut his fingers off." 


He did fo save the other one. Stupidly, | might add He was already dead 


Tony stroked Marko's head. "You didn't cut up Make? | would think a masochist like yourself you revel in 
cutting up the beautiful." 


No, Marko didnt deserve that punishment. Nor did your oaf of a man 
Tony sobbed and rocked Marko's body. "Elias." 
Yes. But now it's your turn 


Tony shook his head. "No, l'm not dying like Henkka, Tommy, Masi, Punky, or Tero. You can't make me do your 
bidding. Just end my life quickly and be done with it." 


What's the fun in that? You will do my bidding because youre the reason theyre dead 

Tony frowned and held Marko tighter. "You killed them’ 

No, they did it themselves | helped them, yes 

"Then you can't say l'm the reason they're dead. | did nothing’ 

Didnt you? You bought this house and brought them here 

Tony opened his mouth to say something but nothing came out: 

Youre the reason they follow you around Ike lost puppies. Youre the reason for their life and death 
Tears flowed harder down Tony's face. 'No.no, | don't believe that 

| do. Youre the reason they were in the band in the frst place 

Tony shook his head fast back and forth. ‘No..no, | didnt form the band It was..it was Make" 


Maybe not, but you're the reason he came back You're the reason why Henkka gave up several bands fo join this 


one. Youre the reason Elias came in fo replace Jani Youre the reason they're here. 
"No, no, no, no.. 
| ddnt kill them, you did 

Tony buried his face into Marko's body. "No..." 


Yes, Tony. You killed them all because they would follow you to the ends of the Earth if you asked them 


Not" 
The voice laughed. You can deny it for all eternity but its your fault: And now you must pay for it 

Tony cried into Marko's neck, like he had many times before, his body shaking from the labored breaths. 
He can't save you No one can. You know what you must do 


Tony's lungs wheezed for air, tighten and pressure squeezing the life out of his body. His inhaler was still in his 


room, a whole room over. 
Oh no you don't, youre not faking from me what is mine. You will do as youre Told 


Tony shook his head and wheezed harder, his lungs filling up with more and more liquid. 


"tm. lim. taking. my. life. into. my.own.hands... 

No! You can't do ts. This is not how this is supposed to end! 

Tony smiled and then slumped on the ground, the muscles along his ribs pulling and tearing with each breath. 
No, | won't let you de on mel I can stil make you do my bidding! 


Tony gasped one last time, his eyes glassing over from the lack of oxygen. His body slid backward to lay flat on 
his back, Marko and Henkka's bodies surrounded him. 


No! 
The knife Henkka used to cut himself flew off the floor and rammed down Tony's silent throat: 


KRKE EE KK Æ 


Elias' fell to his knees and cried out at the name in front of him. It had been the one name he'd dreaded to see 


since this whole thing started. 

Toni Kristian Kakko 

Tears broke free and shook Elias’ body with each tortured sob. He reached out and hugged the stone, pressing 
it against his body as if to feel Tony for one last time. The stone bled in Elias' arms, covering him and filling 


him with warmth. 


He sighed and never let go of the stone. It was the only way Tony would stay with him. 


The stones holding the names of his friends surrounded him in one big circle like a pack of wolves. 

Always together, always forever. 

ORK 

Two days later the front door to the house was shoved open with a crowbar. The real estate agent pushed 
the door aside and looked in. He grabbed his chest when he caught sight of Tero hanging over the stairs. 


"Jesus, not again" 


He headed back to the outside porch and called out to three men coming up the dirt pathway. "H's happened 


again" 


A solemn man in a black followed the three men, shaking his head with every step. "Why didn't you warn 
them?" 


"| did! Or | tried to. The bouncy one, Tony | think his name was, kept interrupting me saying he didn't want to 
know. Now he's probably dead in there." 


The man in black sighed. "When are people going to learn that you can't live in this house? Especially musicians." 


The real estate agent sighed. "| don't even know why they pick this house to play in. I's been condemned for a 
while, Father." 


The priest snorted and adjusted the white collar around his neck “All of them play the devil's music, yes? No 
wonder they're attracted to something so forbidden" 


"Sir!" 

The real estate agent stepped inside the house again. "What is it?" 

One of the three men stood in the doorway to one of the rooms. "One of these men is alive, Mr. Hevonen!" 
Mr. Hevonen sighed. "Let me guess, a guitarist?" 

The man shrugged. "Beats me, but he's alive. | can feel his heartbeat on his neck" 

Mr. Hevonen shook his head. "It doesn't matter, he'll never wake up. Kasperi's dead son sees to that." 
"What does this have to do with old man Kasperi's late son?" 


Mr. Hevonen sighed. "Kasperi's son Eemeli was a guitarist. He was murdered in this house one winter night by 


his bandmates. They say he refused to leave the band so they killed him. Either way, Eemeli's spirit has 


haunted this house ever since." 
Just then another man came out of the middle room. "I got one too. He's all by his lonesome in this room." 


Mr. Hevonen blinked. "Two guitarists. That hasn't happened in a while. Either way, I'll call Eino and have them 
taken to the hospital near the river." 


The closest man frowned. "But sir, that's for crazy people" 
Mr. Hevonen nodded. "Yes, | know, but that's where they'll end up eventually. 
KEEKEEKE Æ 

Dr Hullu stared down at the admitting papers with a frown. "Two more?" 

His assistant nodded. "Yes, doctor" 

"Someone stayed in that house again, didnt they?" 

The assistant nodded again. "Yes, doctor" 


Dr Hullu got up from his desk to reach for his stamp. He stamped today's date and the word "Committed" in 
red ink on the two sheets of paper. "Stick them in the usual wing." 


The assistant nodded and motioned for the orderlies. "Take both to the Section G. I'll radio the nurse to let her 


know you're coming.” 
Both men nodded and pushed the white beds down the hall. 


EERE KEE KK 


The Section G nurse looked up from her desk at the two men approaching. She got up and unlocked the door 


when they got closer. "Jussi called me a few minutes ago. I'll direct you to where to place them." 


The two orderlies pushed the beds into the area and around a corner into a large room. White beds lined every 


wall of the room, monitors and tubes keeping the patients alive. 


The nurse stared down at the paperwork one of the orderlies handed her. "Elias Viljanen. Put him over to the 


right of that bed on the far right." 
One of the orderlies pushed the bed holding Elias to the right and locked the wheels to prevent it from moving. 


The nurse looked down at the other paper. "Marko Paasikoski. Hmmm, let's put him on the other side of the 


bed next to Viljanen" 

She nodded at the two men after they finished placing the beds. "Thank you, that will be all." 

Both men exited the room and went about their business. 

She walked over to the bed in between Marko and Elias. "Well Mr. Liimatainen, it looks like you've got some 
company after all. Now you won't be so lonely. I'm sure Mr. Paasikoski and Mr. Viljanen here will help you out if 
you need something.” 

The monitor beside on Mr. Liimatainen's bed stayed steady. Just like the other monitors in the room. 

One chose to beep loudly. The nurse racing over to the bed to check the vitals, but it was too late. The heart 
monitor flatlined on the wall. "Well, I'm sorry Mr. Tolkki. Looks like you'll be leaving Section G after all. Let that 
be a lesson to you for playing in that house." 


She backed up from the bed to address all twenty beds in the room. "Let that be a lesson for you alll" 


Fluorescent lights overhead dimmed as she walked out. The green exit sign light over the door reflected off 
their glassy eyes, staring blankly forward. 


